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CHAPTER I.
LITTLE iOSSY.

"Praise de kingdomP Glory-An- n ejacti- -
lated.

Miss Thome, or, more familiarly, Miss
Elvira, a gentle, faded beauty, attired
according to the height of the style in
the year of grace eighteen hundred and
fifty-seve- n, was going, this warm May
morning, "up to town," as they said on
the plantations around Tallahassee in
the days before the war; and the entire
domestic retinue of Thorne Hill were as-

sembled to speed her departure. 'Her
brother, the colonel, had pieceded her
on horseback, for he was a man of too
many inches to endure a carriage in a
anve oi nine long nines, it may navo
been because of these extra inches that
he was called colonel, but his world ac- -

snowledged the title wil hout inquiry,
The colonel's only daughter, Miss "Win- -

1 a motherless lass of eleven, was
ed this day to bo left at home in

of Glory-An- n, the old family
whose name Miss Winifred had
rmed into "Mora Bee." j

that Winifred does not run in the
Jliss Elvira said, as she feank back
t tho cushions and opened a little
orn volume of Bishop Ken's "De- -

voj, ." Mias Elvira spent her day, for
the most part, reading this good book;
she had formed the habit when she gave
up Sir Walter Scott'snovels, nobody knew
how long ago or nobody told. It was a
practice that enabled her to forget little
Misj Winifred, who was u young lady of
exasperating devices. I

"Wouldn' s'prise me ef Missy wuz in
dishyer sun now dis minute," grumbled
G'oiy-An- n as the carriage rolled away.
"Yit she mought be a poutin' somowhers
'bout do house," she amended, as the be--

Can laboriously to climb the stairs.
Tho house at Thorne Hill had a third

F'orp-und- the roof, lighted by a win- -

dow in each gable, and deep, high peaked
dormers, back and front. The stair land- -

ing divided this story into two long
rooms, which weie useJ chiefly for stor- -

- ing odd3 and ends, in tho cool north
room was Winifred's chosen den, andS
here, in an old discarded arm chair be-- !

aide the gable window, Glory --Ann found

A wild looking child she was, very
small for her 11 years, with scant promise
of beauty, She had large eyes ol dark,
uncei tain color, a mouth for which her
teeth s?emcd too mim and an insig- -

niHctn! nose. Streaks of sunburnt
yellcw mai H d th' lx:iiy ol her culling
and Abundant leddisii brown hair; more-
over her. fae was freckled. She r. ore

aafided gteen guigii.im dres, which
'marked her growth by two bands of
deeper color m tho skirt, here the provi- -

dent tucks h:,d been h t out. Hit arms
and shoulders weie bir but p.intalettes
of piece Huh her dns. hun-- murly to
her ankles, and obscured her white stock
lugs. Her shoos, every way too large,
laced ui) the fiont.
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"Prai-- e do kingdom!" Glory-An- n

ejaculated. pauMiu; m tnu doorway, her
uru t n'.imbo. "You dc's, IJjne;?"

"Go 'way! Lemine "lone!" was Honey's
rcspoiis-o- .

but Gl n subsided to the floor
beki'!e the arm chair, 8'owl. and with a
6i, li, and there hue ciouchrd. her hands
clas'.i.ig her Liro. S!k loresaw that
the exhortation to duty sho felt bound to
deliver would occupv a jwrtion of time
distinctly appreciable by her bt'.T and
elderly joints. "Wlnn't ou mind yo
book, niisy?" bhe beg m.

Tm tired of this old . plantation!"
Missy declared, in elevant ly. "I want to
go ever an" ever .so far away!"' This was
the burden of thewvmj la ly's lament
wheneer her aunt uentupto towu with
out her.

"You'd be tuk wid a mighty honin' ter
git back." tv.i.l G.jr.-An:- i. "You tor
talk "bout tjui. tin' hire, when you can't
bo much as m a &he coiicludud.
half in pity, half in icproacUful pude,...... , ,? i i

"I canr reineu ail: , imugnauuy, .

as he tugged xt the b.riny and made- -

1 quate blue uolwn that was supposed to
Keep m blllJ'v lion uei ruirjiiiuus iiuii.

"Den hukkom you don't nuver do it?"
demanded G!oiy-An- n, with slv humor.

To this thrust Missy made no reply,
and the old nuise began anew to exhort
her to "mind her book." "Do, now,
Missy, lak a good code, jes' as Missle--
virey said; "an I m gwan mek de nicest

i little ginger pone, tubbe bho!"
Tmntrtl bv this Drosnect. Missy slowlv
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rose, and clasping her small sun biowned

hands on the top of her head, btood
uitli lazy indifference, her

old nui-M'-
s ttrugglmg achievement of

the perpriid'cular. When at last Mom

Bee, w ith u grant of tlianksgiving, stood

apon her feet, Missy's eyes had found an

attraction in the Home Field, beyond

the garden fence, where the corn in the

furrows was making a promising show
1 of green. In an instant her languor tnd

indifference vanished.
"Mom Be! Mom BaP she cried ex- -

dtedly. "There's Daddy Gilbert in the
Home Field; you reckon he's goin to

1 1

lbs branch?"
"Jea' lis'n afc dat, nowr 6aid Glcry-n- n.

in a disoouraged tono. "Why ain't

jou mindin yo' book, etidder studyin

dat ole nigger s aom uj

Tm a coin' with himr Missy an
nounced, as sho rushed from the room,

--

J nd went tearing downstairs dcaE to au
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"jes look at her now!" lamented
Glory-An- n, as the child slipped through
a gap,in the garden paling, and made
wild haste across the furrows, reckless
of damage to the growing corn. "She is
je:' as heady as Mawse Nick heself ; an'
mawster ain' got no room ter complain
when his chillen tek dey own way; dey
is made atter his own petterun plum!"

"I'm with youl" panted Missy,
as soon as she was within hearing dis-

tance of her father's much indulged old
slave, who, being slightty lame, and
duly considerate of the corn crop, was
makiug his way leisurely.

"Mawster above!" exclaimed the old
man, with a gi in that displayed his big
white teeth. "Here you com1
de cawn lak so much pusleyv a"n' gittin'
yo' skin tanned up. Why'nt you satis-
fied ter set in de gret house, lak de lady
you wuz baw n?"'

" want to go wadin'," said Missy,
"I ain't gwan ter no branch," said old

Gilbert, with decision; and before the
child could recover from the surprise of
her disappoinment, he asked with pa-

thetic eagerness, "Is mawster beam
fum Mawse Nick lately, ez you knows
on?"

"There, now!" cried Missy, angrily, "I
was just forgettin' 'bout Brer Nicholas!
I ain't come out here for you to talk to
me 'bout Brer Nicholas; it makes me
all swelled just here." And Missj,
with her slender hands across her heart,
began to sob.

"Now, now, Honey, doan you go cry,"
old Gilbert remonstrated. "Mawse Nich- -

oas gwan como uoinaono o'dese days."
But tho od man sighed. He was not so
sure of his prophecy himself.

"I want him today! I want him now!"
sobbed Missy. "I do believe it'll be a
whole everlastin' year befo' I see Brer
Nicholas any mo'; and me with no broth-
er and no sister, 'cep:in' only him."

"Mawster drors de reins too tight,"
murmured old Gilbert, communing with
himself. "Hukkom he kin be so hard
on his own flesh en blood, on so easy
wid dis po' no "count ole nigger?"

Hi3 "no "countness" was a point much
insisted upon by Daddy Gilbert, who
cherished his slight lameness as a means
of securing him an immunity from any
regular work.

"I don't see as you're so no 'count,"
Missy objected. "Yo can do mo' work
than Tom Quash and Griffin Jim. They
couldn't make round bottomed baskets,
not if they was to try."'

The old man chuckled with gratified
vanity.

"And I am goin' with you no matter
if you ain't goin' to tho branch," she de-

clared.
"No, you doin go 'long o me, Missy,"

said old Gilbert, uneasily. "TJit'8 loo
fur. You jes' tote yo'sef back ter de
gret house."

"I'm tired of the house," Missy said,
beginning to cry afresh.

"Now ain' dat a pity!" exclaimed old
Gilbert, impatiently. "I'm s'prised at
Glory-An- n lettm' you run loose iu dish-
yer sun. You jes" go 'long back, Missy,
en' I'm gwan ketch you a Molly cotton
tail, or mebbo a hquiil."

Missy paused, glowering from under
her puckered brows. The houbo had no
attractions for her while the sun was
shining warm and bright, and the woods
were waving boughs of green. But sud-
denly tho fiown lelaxed; Missy was in-

spired by a brilliant purpose. Sho per-cen-

that it might be possible to steal
oil to that dim;y little dwelling in the
midst of the plain thicket, on the other
side of tho ioad, beyond the cornfield,
where she hopd to find Dj ia Furnival,
a girl eight ears her beniur, for whom
she entertained an immen&e respect. It
mntteied nothing to this daughter of the
blue blooded '1 homes that Doha's father
was a carpv-ntcr-

, and tnat her mother
made drees for tne ladies of Tallahas-
see; Mijsy found her altogether admna-ble- .

For Do-a- was gentle and patient:
sho assumed pone of those aits, of superi-
ority that tendered Flora Tnorne, the
colonel's beautiful ii.t-ee- , &o obnoxious to
her liitlu cousin Misy had heard, a. few
dayb before, t'int Dosia wa not in Talla-
hassee; it therefore occuired to lur tnat
she might be found w ith the cu penter'd
kinsfolk, who inhabited the sorry little
house at the bend of tho Thorne Hill road.
With the colonel and Miss Elvira on the
road to town. with Glory-An- n busy in the
house, and Daddy Gilbert sending his
solitary way to the woods, Misy decided
that she might venture to steal off for an
hour or so, without rlik of discovery.
She turned her face towards home, but
she had gone only a few yards, when she
abruptly changed her course and began
to walk rapidly across tho field in the di-

rection of the road.
But just as siie took this turn, old Gil- -

bort wus mindinl to QOi bac and he5. detected her Durno-- e,

w'r hl. (.anrtl JuL sternly. "Go
back ter degret house, stret! You got no
call to foller atter dem po' white trash!
De Thornes is quality; de ain' got no
busineia wid de Furnivals.

"You mean ole nijrger!" cried Missy,
Btotmily.

"I ain' gwan see no chile o mawster's
'sociatm' wid dem Furnivals,"' said old
Gilbert, unmoved. "You tote yo'sef stret
back ter de gret house, else I gwan tell
Missle-vire- y. mun."

Missy, aftor a few irresolute moments,
wiped her tears on the skirt of her ging-
ham sun bonnet, and went resignedly
back to the gap in the garden paling,
slipped thniugn and confronted Glory-An- n

in the latticed galiry between the
kitchen and the main building.

Glory-An- n was seated in a Jow, splint
bottomed cnair, with a bro&, smooth
board across her knees, and a pen-knif- e

in her right hand; she was making
ready to crimp Misa Elvira ruffled
aprons that lay folded in a basket on the
stool at her side. She pauEfd in the act
of lifting the apron frcra tho basket, and
looked over her spectacles with an air of
grave rebuke at the flushed face of the
child coming up the steps.

"I'm bound you ain made nothin by
yo' trip but two shoefuls o' sand," she
said, seTereiy.j - jr gadwa pnjthe
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floor, threw her bonnet Into a corner,
and pulling off her shoes, emptied two
little piles of sand at Glory-Ann- 's feet.

"You gwan 'pent of all dis trapesin'
in de brilin' sun, one o' dese days," Glory-An- n

proceeded remorselessly. "De way
you goes on is enough ter set dem freck-
les fur ever 'n' ever."

Missy put up her little sunburned hand
and meditatively rubhed her cheek.
"My coumn Flora has got freckles
some," she sa'id.

"None ter hu't!" retorted Glory-An- n.

"And Dosia Furnival ain't got one;
she's prettier than my cousin Flora, any-
how," Missy proclaimed, with defiance.

Glory-An- n stopped her work, and
clutching the two ends of the lap board
while she straightened herself up, de-
manded:

"Is you been ter dem Furnivals, Missy?
Is you been?"

"Daddy Gilbert wouldn't let mo,"
Missy pouted.

"Tubbe sho,' said Glory-An- "What's
a Thorne gotter do consortin' wid a Fur-niv-

which de Thornes is quality?"
"Dosie is more nicer than my cousin

Flora," said the unrepentant Missy,
stretching herself out on the floor, face
downwards, resting on her elbows and
supporting her chin in her hands, as she j

gazed up serenely at her admonisher.
"She don't snap me up, ever."

"I'd lak ter see her try hit!" cried
Glory-An- n, her very turban bristling
with insulted family pride. "Mis3 Flora
is a Thorne, en' a Thorne kin snap at a
Thorne; but a Furnival po' white trash I"

And Glory-An- n made an emphatic pleat ;

in Miss Elvira's ruffle. "Don't lemme '

hear no mo' seen talk," she commanded,
viriHi fill tlio nnffinrihTr trAcfrl in Viot tiflo
of Mom Bee. Then she lifted up her ,

voice and called sharply: "Amity! you
triflin' gal, come here stret, en' put on
dis chile's shoes."

Amity, a girl of fifteen, in training for '

Miss Winifred's maid, was seated in the
shadow of the Chinaberry tree, beguil-
ing the tedium of towel hemming by
building sand houses over her feet. She
started guiltily when she heard herself
called, tumbled off tho upturned cotton
basket that served her for a stool and
darted to the gallery, where she set her-
self at once to obey Glory-Ann- 's behest.

Missy offered no lesistance: but as she
did not choose to change her position, it
was a work of some dexterity and no
little time to put on the shoes and lace
them up; at Thorne Hill, however "time
was plenty," as old Gilbert used to say,
and Amity was in no mind to hurry.

"I'm gwan on G2 year," pursued Mom
Bee, boastfully, "en' J has allers b'longed
in de Thorne fam'Iy. I wuz bawn in de
fam'ly, I wuz raized in de fam'Iy, en',
praise de Lawd, I 'spects ter die in de
fam'Iy. You is bound ter pay respec' ter
my words, Missy, fur you en' Mawse
Nick ain' de only ones I has fotch up. I
had a han'in Missle-virey- 's raisin', en'
dere ain' nobody kin fault her manners.
En' Missel-vire- she knows what a
Thorne doan b'long 'long of a Furnival,
en' a Furnival doan b'long 'long a Thorne.
Hukkom you ain' patternin' atter Missel-viroy-

And Glory Ann looked at her
charge over her spectacles with stern, re-

buking eyes.
Missy, freeing herself with a jerk from

the hands of Amity, wheeled over, and
sat bolt upright, iiwpired by a sudden
and comforting recollection.

"Mom Bee! whe3Tis that ginger pone?"
she demanded.

CHAPTER n.
THE COLONEL'S SON.
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When he had fingered his uealth to his sat-
isfaction.

Old Gilbert climbed the high rail fence
surrounding the field, and, having crossed
the beaten path that led down to the j

spring, plunged at once into tho woods,
whcie the trees grew tall and close, and
where tho wild grape vines and the
sparkleberry bushes continually inter-
cepted his advance; but with such ob--,
stack's ho was accustomed to deal, and
they did not deter him. fie had a secret
errand 111 this wood through which he
made his way as if by instinct, for path
there was none; but this ancient child of
nature was at home in the wilderness;
he knew all the trees that grew, and all
plants that were for healing, and all
noxious things to be avoided. He came
at last to a little dell, shut in on every ;

Bide by abruptly sloping ground, and
almost impenetrable to the sunshine.
Here, when he had rested awhile upon a
lichen grown log, ho knelt down, and,
pushing aside a brush heap, laid bare a j

hole in the ground, wherein was set a
wide and deep iron pot, protected Ly an
iron lid, on top of which was a tin plat-- 1

ter that covered a fiacture large enough !

to admit old Gilbert's ha'nd and arm.
Tins was the bank to which he confided
tho dimes he received for chickens and
eggs and the skilled labor of his hands,
for old Giibert was master of many
crafts by w hich money was to be earned,
and for all his jobs he was paid in good
hard coin, an uncouqueraDle prejudice
leading him to refuse what he called
"limber money."

As he had the privilege of selling his
manufactures off the plantation, he com-
manded what might be termed a wide
market. Often he sent his wares up to
town; 3ometime3 even he condescended
to djtpose of a mat or a broom to the de-tp- id

Furnivals across the road. What
lie did with the money thu3 earned he

told no one; what he meant to do sviih
these accumulated small earnings of
more than fifteen years amounting now
to quits a respectable sum he himself
did not know; but having no wife nor
child, Dor any kindred whom he cared to
honor with gifts, tho greatest satisfaction
ho could find in his money was to count
it over. This ceremony he performed by
an Ingenious process of his own inven-

tion, that did away with the necessity of
abstracting the coin when once it was
deposited each deposit beinj made in
sums of 5 securely tied in a hit of asna-bur- g,

the whole amount could be pretty
accurately reckoned by touch, the ac-

count being kept upon a taDy stick, wfeick
old Gilbert always carried with hiai.

When he had fingered his wealth to
his satisfaction, Gilbert carefully read
justed the PKqrgTer the & broke j

pot lid, raked the leaves over the spot,
and skillfully heaped up the brush.

"Ole nigger gittin' stiff, tubbe shoT
he said, rising with a grunt. "Time I
wuz fixin' up 'nother bbttle o 'white ash
bok en' whisky. I git de bok ea' Missle-vh-e- y

gimme de whisky. Hit ain' too
late for sassyfac, nuther. Litle Mis3y
allers honin' after sassyfac tea. Ijwan
tote her a bundle o' sassyfac ter de gret
house dis night, seein' I wnz 'bleged ter
spite her Ibout dem Furnivals,"

Old Gilbert took his way home by a
roundabout route, through an old field
known as the berry patch, where elder-bush-

and sassafras saplings grew rank
in the fence corners, hedged round by
little thickets of the odorous horse mint.

Her" the old man set to work; down
on his knees, by the aid of his ready
jack knife, he was deftly extracting the
roots whose rich aroma diffused itself
around, when hi3 trained ear caught the
sound of steps approaching.

"Wha' dat?" he whispered to himself,
with palDitating heart, lifting his head
to listen." "Rabbitr'

A yellow cur, with cropped ears and
barely three inches of tail, jumped upon
a log on the other side of the fence, ut-

tering a short, sharp bark.
Old Gilbert peei ed over the fence to

right and left of him, along the bridle
path that skirted the field.

""Whey you come fum, you ondemand-e-d

beas' critter?" he taid, scornfully ey-

ing the cur, which he recognized as the
property of "dem Furnivals."

The dog answered with a yelp, jumped
off the log and ran across the bridle path
into tbe woods, but presently returned at
the heels of a lank, sandy haired, sallow
youth, clad in faded jeans.

Old Gilbert's heart knocked at his ribs
as he thought of his treasure in the hol-

low of the wood; but "manners" de-

manded that some greeting should be
given, and policy dictated a certain ob--

sequiousness of tone, but the old negro
bade the youth "Good morning" with 3
bow very many degrees removed from
the respect he would have accorded to
"quality."

The lad responded with sullen reluc-
tance.

"Whicherway is you comin' fum?' old
Gilbert asked, insinuatingly.

"I dunno ez hit's any o' yo' business,"
was the surly answer. "I ain't no furer
from home then you, en' I ain't a nigger.
I'm of a liawg, en' ef you ain't
tolled hit ter yo' pen, you ole prowler,
mavbe you're fur gittin' onter hits
tracke."

Old Gilbert's heart waxed hot. That
he should be accused by this "po' white
trash" of tolling away a lean and hcrubby
old hog!

"De !" he exclaimed,
with a sort of persuasive indignation.
"Doan' you en' yo' folks know what I
have got hawgs ev'y blessed year fat-teni-n'

cawntinual? I cuores my own
bacon, en' is been doin' dat same, year
in, year out, gwan on fo' you wuz bawn.
1's s'prised at ye!"

"Wall," drawled the boy, measuiy.bly
subdued by this reminder of a fact with
which he was well acquainted, "I
6'picioned as ye're allers roun' these
woods'

"Me?" interrupted old Gilbert, with an
uneasy thought of his buried" treasure;
then, recovering himself, "I ain't offen
ow Ian'," he said, with significance.

"Look shouted the boy, ad-

vancing menacingly ,while the cur growl-
ed and showed hi3 teeth.

"En' I b'iongs ter Kernel Jasper
Thorne," continued old Gilbert, with in-

flated superiority. "I'se a gemman's
nigger, I is."

"I doan know ez that's anythin' to
me," said Jesso Furnival, with sullen
abatement of his wrath. "But, come.
now ain't you seen nothin' of ow ole
white sow in yo' comin's en' goin's? I
ain't inquirin' u hat ye air up toe."

Old Gilbert had dropped on his knees
again and was tugging at the sassafras
roots. "I'se comin' en' going on my owe,
proper arrants," he grumjled. "My own-- 1

ers deserves doan hoi' me ter "count 'bout
dat. Howsomedever, I did see a lean ole
white sow ez I come along."

"Whicherway?"
Tho cagernebS of the inquiry was cs

fuel to the flame of old Gilbert's suspi-
cions. "S'de of de bridle path, followin'
de woods," he said, avoiding all refer-
ence to the route by which he had come.
" 'Spect she was gwan ter de branch.
Whyn't you keep her penned? Do ain'
nothin' in de woods dis time o' year ter
feed iier."

"You 'ten' ter yo' business en' I'll "ten
ter mine," retorted Jessa lurnival.
"Prowhn' roun' these woods lak a free
nigger. Ef the kernel ain't, got nothin'
better'n root diggin' fur ou ter do,
whyn't he send you ter keep track o' that
racketing son o' his'n? Nick Thorne have
been in a fix. I km tell you, over yander
ter Eden."

"Wha' dat?' old Gilbert asked, in quick
alarm.

"Ain't the kernel hearn how Nick
Thome wuz nigh en" about cut ter pieces
in a row ith Marcus White? Over a
game o poker."

This was about all that Jesse Furnival
knew of the affair, but he hoped to learn
more f torn old Gilbert.

"De gret ma water!" exclaimed tho
old man. "When wuz dat?

"Oh, over en' above two months ego.
Ain't hearn nothin' "hout hit?"

"Look-a-ber- e, boy,'' es.nl old Gilbart,
"dere ain' dat knife made what kin cat
Maxrse Nicholas tsc pieces. Doan you
go tole no Etch lie aroun'. Who done
hit cnyhow?"

"Much y-i- knowr Eaeered Jesso Fur-
nival. "I done tol you hit wuz Marcus
White done Lit, what is sorter km ter us
all, bein' he is second cousin ter Uncle
Jqb's wife." And swelling with pride in
the prowess of this family connection,
the youth spread his feei wide apart,
stuck his thumbs into his "galluses,"'
and eyed old Gilbert defiantly.

"Do law gwan hcl' him "countable,"
said old Gilbert.

"Ef the Uw kin git him!" retorted the
boy, with exasperating laughter. "Mar-
cus White is done put all Texas 'twixt
him en the law." Then reverting sud-

denly to the objec; of hia search, "I
doan sso no tracks," he said, inspecting
the ground.

"No; she wnz travclin the aidge of do
woods," said old Gilbert; in amongst
de leaves."

The boy glanced towards the wooes,
called to hie dog, and walked on.

"Po' white trah ain got no manners,
nohow; Eassyin of a geaaaa's nigger,
mutUred old Gilbert, glowering after
him, Qaalitv dean xraver talk to nig
gers datHi-wa- y. 8pose I is prowim oout
deae woods? HHb ow weeds! Liwd! I

Lawd! I w'er is ever be seed tat down j

in de holler- - I'se taF a raoast'ous lie: 1 I

fnr n?r M rtw. But I wm i I

MfisdxalJecaMR, gt bt5 .lS I

w
sS5gll

uawin io.a3Aawfetag'5i' ife

doan buHieve she's gob meat "nulf onter
her bones ter feed de buzzards, dat cle
Furnival sow, but I'm mightly skeered
she'll havo the stren'th ter go no3in'
rcua dat speshul bresh heap. En' Fm
'sturbed in my min" 'bout Mawse Nick.
Dat boy ain't stiddy ez he monght be,
bless Gawd!"'

The thoughts of all hearts at Thorne
Hill Avere revolving around Nicholas
Thorne at thi3 time. On account of some
irregularities at college he had been ban-

ished to "Sunrise," hi3 father's most dis-

tant plantation, partly by way of pun
ishment, partly by way of .keeping him
out of temptation. Tho friends of the
family did not think this the wisest
course to pursue with a young man of
Nicholas Thome's temperament, but the
colouel was not a man to be advised,
and Nicholas had been at Sunrise planta-
tion since early in January. No hint of
the quarrel with Marcus White had
reached Thome Hill as yet, but the col-

onel was secretly fretted that his son, in
all this time, had never once sued to be
recalled, and Miss Elvira's deepest anx-
iety had been aroused by a cote received
a few days before, which had been mail-
ed at Eden, the nearest postofnee to Sun-
rise, and was worded as follows:
"Miss Thorne.

"Respected Madam: I am a God fear-i- n

woman, and I feel ii on my konscunce
to warn the fainly of Mr. Nick Thome
that Sunrise Plantation is a lonesome
place for a young man of spernts and ift
ne are not speedily removed out of harms
way great trouble is in waitin and so no
more from yours respectful,

"Roxaxxa White."
Mis3 Elvira, not daring to show this

note to her brother, lest it might widen
the breach between him and his ton, had
gone up to town to consult her cousin,
Mrs. Herry, in whose iudermeiit she
placed unbounded faith, though she had
not always tho courage to follow her ad-
vice. But Mrs. Herry was on a visit to
her plantation in Jefferson, and Miss El-

vira had returned still burdened with the
afflicting note, which she was always
poring over whenc her brother was
out of tho way. began reading it
furtively at the tea U1.I0 as soon as the
colonel retired to his musings on tbe
front piazza. Missy, why had come in
late to her supper, was eating waffles
and honey with a leiburely gusto that had
driven Griffln Jim to a stool in the
kitchen, with the remark, "Fo legs is
better'n two legs ter wait on Miss Wini-
fred's delays," and thus Miss Elvira and
her little niece were alone together.

Winifred improved the occasion.
"Aunt Elvira,' saiJ she, "don't you

think it's time Brer Nicholas was let to
come home? He's been gone ever since
befo' corn droppin'." Missy's calendar
was of the plantation.

"Oh, Winifred, I'm afraid Nicholas
isn't always well conducted," Mias
Elvira stammered, not knowing what to
reply.

"It ain't no difference to mo if ho is
bad or good," said Missy sturdily; "he "3

Brer Nicholas. Only I don't believe he
ain't just as good as can be."

"But ho ought not to disappoint his
father as he doe3," sighed Miss Elvira.

"Well, I reckon father disappoints
him some," Missy replied, with preco-
cious shrewdness.

"You don't understand, dear," said
Miss Elvira, wondering a little at her-
self that she should speak so freely to
this child. "I fear Nicholas is wild"
And Hiss Elvira sighed deeply. In her
vocabulary "wild"' was a word of the
strongest condemnation.

"Let him come home, then, and get
tamed," said Missy, promptly.

This was Mrs. Herry "s advice also
Mrs. Herry, who reasoned from a sound
judgment, and her own deep experience
in a like case. But to advocate Cousin
Myrtilla's opinion openly wa3 more than
thi3 student of Bishop Ken could venture
upon. Her strongest hope wa that Nicho-
las might be tamed by a marriage v. itii
hLs pretty cousin Flora Thorne, who had
the merit of pleasiug the colonel. That the
colonel should bo pleased wad the all im-

portant point, in view of which Misa
Elvira ignored the fact that she herself
had not found Flora flawless. But this
was not a subject to be diacussed with
Mbsy, and she felt relieved when Glory-An- n

interrupted with uhe announcement:
"Missle-vire- y, here's ole man Gilbert.

Dunno 'm what he want. He mek gret
parade o uecrecy 'bout what he got
wrapped in a piece o' cloth; but nose kin
smell sassyfac anywheres."

"Pummel" shouted Miisy, and darted
from the room.

ilJes' hrar dut!" grumbled Glory-An- n,

in jealoub resentment, as she followed
her to tbe back piazza. "Hukkom she
goes after oie man Gdbtat. etidder re-m- io

'

in' me 'bout sassTfac."
"Howd'ye, Mis6ei-vre- huh you do?" i

said old Gilbert, risiagto bow and scrape, j

aa fihe came out on the piazza.
!

"Thank you; pretty well, Gilbert. How
do you do?"

I

"I'm ter say tollable, bless Gawd;

be glad o' some sassyfac, so I jes come
'long so."

"I've plenty of eggs just now,
much obliged, Gilbert."

"Tubbe sho!" the old man. and
paused and scratched his head. Then,
with a desperate abruptness, "Missel-virey,- "

aaid he, "when you hear fum
Mawse Nicholas?"

"About a week ago," said Miss Elvira,
hesitatingly.

"She ain'ebeerd 'bout dat cuttin scrape
bleedgcd ter let on ef she had old Gil- - '

otn arguec to nuxneu; uibo wi, na .

do 'pear lak Mawse Nicholas oner bTong
ter Thome Hill, Mwsie-virey- ."

"Yes, orter!" Missy declared.
"He's gwaa 21, 3Iawse Nick is,

come some day las' o dis month. He
be gitten' married."

No. he orten't!" Missy objected with

Old Gilbert was doubled up with silent
laughter when the coloael came out on
the piazza. Tbe colonel was a haadrfKm
man, though past fifty, tall, erct,
clear cut features of a somewhat stem
and melancholy cast. He was formal
and precise in bearing, perhaps even a
trifle pompous, but he cooid oabscd oc-

casionally, and with thu favonie old
slave he was alwavs difpcd to be jocu-
lar.

"Hello, GUbertT he said. "Any bas-

kets to sell? You must getting rich?"
"Dullaw, mawster! Dis po' ole co

'count nigjrer gittin' rich! I am't swBm

nairo ha skis t, tan; I nae tar
oulre 'bout Mawse Nick- - En-- I been

, raawFser, i?c rS3 s now uere
'-- " Jobs "tickler jss now

8'posm I wur ter go dosrn ter Sanrise,
en' look Mawss Nick a little

"Yott call his aa odd job. do rouT

said the colonel, not without bitterness.
"Now, mawster, you ia comical, tubbe

sho! Hit's gwan on nigh two years sence
Mawse Nick been home ter stay, ea Fm
gittin' ole. I hanksrs ter see dat boy
what I nios'ly raised."

"Lawa-mass- y! near dat, nowP ejac-
ulated Glory-An- n in the background.

"How long do you mean to stayF the.
colonel a3ked, cot unwilling to make in-
direct overtures to his son.

"Hit's a matter of thtttty mile en bet-
ter," said old Gilbert, meditatively rub-
bing his forehead with his horny fore-
finger. "A day ter go and a day to
come" t

"Suppose you go the col-
onel suggested, with secret strong

"You can take the ox cart."
"Yes, sub," replied old Gilbert, with

a hesitating thought of the hollow in the
wood where his treasure was buried. "I
ha' ter start 'fo' sun-up.- "

"Very well. I'll write you a pass.
Nicholas can write you another to return
with."

This meant unlimited leave of absence.
"Thankee, suh," said Gdbert, with his

lowest bow.
Glory-An- u immediately sought Daph-

ne, Miss Elvira's maid, for the satisfac-
tion of expressing hr mind.

"Jes' you ortcr hear dat sixxumstan- -
ole nigger clahum' dat he raised

Mawse Nicholas!" said she, in high
'

dudgeon. "Wbev wuz me. I'd lak ter
kn0n-- ? En' whiles I'm a- -

mindin' of Missy, here is eavortin ofhif 'bout de kentry in vox cyart. '

When sho gits growed spof heil be
layin' claim ter her raisin' en' eMtctin'
privulliges 'cordin.

CHAPTER in.
AMBASSADOR EXTItAO&DINART.

r

"Sow d'ye, Kawsn Xichola! huh you do!"'
At break of day old Gilbert set forth

on his journey in tho jolting little cart,
drawn by a small black ox that went a
plodding gait.

The old man, with a view to doing
Mawse Nicholas honor, wa3 attired in his
Sunday best a blue broadoloth coat with
brass buttons, and a black satin vest, once
the property of Col. Thome's father, a pair
of nankeen pantaloons, and a white hat,
stiff and tall, discarded by the colonel.
He sat upon a plank across the front of
the cart, with his feet dangling outside.
The plank was cushioned by a blanket in
which was folded his every day suit of
homespun. A box that held a contribu-
tion to Nicholas' larder, from Miss Elvira,
was safely bestowed in one corner, at thol
bottom of the cart, where a wallet con-- 1

taining his noon refreshment lay beside I

a dingy umbrella, the cherished posses- - j

sion of twenty years.
Late in the afternoon, he came to an

expanse of pine barren; vast, solemn, '

bombre, it stretched in every direction,
the rays of the sinking sun shining faintly
athwart the multitudinous, tail dark
tnxs, whose boughs, bwaying in the up-

per air, maintained a continuous suHurrus
that emphasized thesilence. Himself and
hi8 ox were the only living creature! vis-

ible in this solitude, mivo an occasional
bird that darted above his head, as if in
haute to ?5capu to a more genial wood;
and old Gilbert, to keep himself in heart, '

began to sing his hymns. Lifting up his
voice, he made the solitude rcaound to a
weird strain, in harmony with th sigh-
ing of the pines:

Ob. UtIo hambte, iumU faaroMe, j

Ok, Urln bumbls. d bell due toil ' i

Oh, Mvla hnmbK hoiabin, kmnblo.
Oh Itrte' birsbla. yo' ttnu xwsn twtnet j

me was aon. ano cue moon not
yet risen, when he came out on the oihor
side of the barren, where Iw leased hia
singing, bein? now nar bu journey ,

Bnd; for at th foot of the slope was tbe j

arge rd gat that gave entrance to Sun-
rise plantation.

Old Gilbert dismounted, with sooec ,

rheumatic grunts, to open lids rate. A
wbippoorwill was calling ia the grovo
through which he had to driv to tbe
bouse; and as he climbed back upon tA

cart, a screech owl uttered ifat uocaoity
cry.

"Drat dat criUurr tbe old negro mwt-- !
tered, in fear and anger, a Ue stooped
with haste to pull off hit left boe. "Hit's
suth lia1 cftfsM fir " u iureM Ant

long o' dat 'sturbaace whet flat Jame
Famival named ter tneu Leramegiiwtca
dishyer grove quick vs. ole Brandy kin
tote me."

Bat old Gilbert had to endure tbe mere- - j

nade of the screech ow yet ounuitt '

longer, before came to tbe second ,

gate in front of Uv hooso of hewed lees, ;

which was neither a cranked dot a 00m- - I

'forUese dweliui, tooegii it moved tbe
uvm of th tiitl Qfw-- frafc tram tik

w. TotXTit. hIL "Acb pfcuw
fQr Mvm itekr vimaamtad .
teraptaWJjT, ), hcHed bis ox.

A Toclfrroue chorus from
greeted at arrival. zn& GBbcrt pro4aiiy
kept hw perch on Aft cert, ahowOna;
lustily, "HeUoT

"Hello, youneifr aar-y- d a vafee
through the dark.

"Dat ban, Wk Qsaryr tbe old aos
chuckitd, as be efcuabered iotrm from
the cart, while th stwae voice was beard
eiloocing the dogs.

Nicholas w? uaadzs on tb piazza
dimly ottUuted hi tbe nnccrda H$ht of
tbe new ra naoon; a joodly young tmU

low, tall, broad hoJdcred aad atwigbt j

as an arro-r- ; hw grt tsnwrn eras, hu
curling dark hair, hi straisbt see: j

roanded cwv--r, his broad IvtHhz&jL, and
bis xaooth and cbta wkh tbe flffiry. red
brown bsard of early raar.hofrd, ofta Gil-

bert knew evba-trt- .

"Hot dye, MsR?s K&0Jaal hwfe jtm
he sbo-- Jt with a 6kotU of x--

uberact defeght. be s$Bebfed p tbe j
steps of asw3"bfc-fc- .

"Why, ".rheztt in thttader dstl jo corns f

fromrcrfed 23oheisj. ''Afltb4 Me
matter at hooe? '

- No, "iJawse. Nfck, doan yce I w- - ,

easy. Ite is all peart Hit's j rae,

Misdo-Tirey- .I lowed b"aSad!batde,ar efTOBpBtofijo'WtriKr,
fur a 'membrane- - but de am t allaigp j

yit; an I knowed Mey wif gwaa ,

I'm
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"Aha! come Nicholas
returned with a laugh. " Caatfool nsej
you're gotten up to Hll.'

"2"ow, McwseNickl polan fan at
dis ois nigger ! I come to see
you. TVars lak bit's so lonesome ter da
Hill, douton you; oa Maeete-vire- ska
sont you a box o' goodies. I'll jes step,
back en fotch em outen de cyart."

But Nicholas forbade. "Hera. YirriL
go bring in those things, be commanded
a negro boy who was h&apag1 about tho
piazza. "Hungry and tired, I rooken
you are, old aaaa?"

"No, Mawse Nick. I sin so hoagTyt
but ridin is pow'ful stufenin, en ef you
please, suh, I'll jes' drap down here on
de steps. Hit's a moos'toos good sight
jes tor look at ye, Matrse Nick."

""Wall, I'm not sure bat tbe sentiment
is reciprocated in ny own persoauMty,
N5cholaj responds sosorousiv.

"Wha' dat, 3awse NichoiaaT
"What I mean to say," replied Nicho-

las, wish due gravity, "is. that the visual
perception of your material essence awak-
ens a sensation in the cardiac region that
completely eliminates any inoJiaatioQ to
despondency."

"Maww? Nicholas," said oW Gilbert, in
solemn admiration, "ynu orter go bout
de kentry talkin' politics, ye orti Yeu'd
git locted ter nomeshin", sho ex aboodn'.
But uiin now. Mawse Nick," he sudden-
ly interrupted himself, tfarting up, "dat
boy orter bs mijrhty kerful bow be banles
dem tings, he moot bits' de bottom outen
dat box what Miasle-virr- y pot o gaodiea
in. En' dere's my rumlwriDai" be ex-

claimed, excitedly, as Virgil staggered
through tbe gate. "Xin" how you toot dat
rnmberiUa, you plants tioa aigyar!
Han'tcher! Yon gwaa brvk sea ribs,
en' den what? Dishyer rvmheritta is
older den you is, Mawse Nick, ha ex-

plained itii pride, as be spread it open
to satisfy himself that it was teobrokeo.
"Hit Afas yo' paa'iiaw gin" bim ter rae.
en' Tee" toted hit over yo many's de
time, wlien von wax a baby. We eoan
ee no sich ev'ry day," be declared, abut-

ting thi umbrelln wrth a snap, and turn-
ing to caution Virjrd aboot tee box.

"Missy charged me to tell you dere it
a sugar heart hi dat mow bos she sont
you, Mawse Nick, det she kissed it when
she wroppfd bitnp."

"far little surr!" NicholaB sbjbetl,

llf to himself. "How I wish she wero
nearer my own sfp.

"Dere's Miss Fkra, you know," mid
Gilbert, insumatiugiy. "Sbea icwan on
19. Glory! Mawto Nick, yon jes orter
see Miss lTomnssieonbos oaten
school. De -r site can cktter lie pl-

anner, tubbe shel En' she's toe jarettgr ea
pink."

"lied head and freckled fooeT said
Nicholas.

"Now, KMt mekl YaotarsJoidn'
dst way. when yon know Xias Fleea U

got liair lak de tnoieW a ctrfncaiptn burr,
en' her face hi lilies en' rosea, on' jr eyed
do is stars."

"Go on, jtoeta uasxiturr Hiebobm eried

"Tell you what's a fne'. Mawte Nlok,
you orter be twttta' ' ter Xbw Flam yut
now."

"Hum!" said Niebobw. "Hosv many
times a week do you think I oonM ride
back and forth, thb thirty cailae, for '

her sweot Bake?"
Old Gilbert mbbod his forehead in deep

thought before he said;
"You mought straighten lUt wid

mawster, en' git ter be at home."
"No, I'll be hanged! Here was I sant,

and here I moan to stay until Fm invited
home again P Nicholas declared, almost
with fierceness.

"But you 6cc, Mawsa N5ck," old Gilbert
remonstrated, "folks ain" bMn en dem
what looks at Miss Flcrs. onct U mighty
apt ter look airfn. Pts's a lot of roong

gemxm-- ouxztn' roun' ner ttauui es
Juny bug after a bush "

"Did my father wid yoo down here to
preach my consin Tflora to snor Mlohebui
domaaded, sbstrply.

"No. Ms Nick, Tm nrsa to tsU
de bottom tatf. Jes yeetiddy dow-- by
de berry patch me 'a' dat Jesse FnrnJval
swapped imine word; en' h lot me kjMrw
Iww you had some 'starbonee dsrwn bars
ter Edeo. en' how dat lew white trash
Marcus "White tried ter stob yon. I
'lowed hit wuc ail a Be. Mareas Wbtto
is kin tar tbr rurnfvals, ea' Must hi do tea-mi-

'Wag o' yon? Bat I was cV&t oaoaey
m my min', come darlr, I went sf ter 4
gret boose."

"And told my taUhmtf hxterraated
Kkrbotaa, anriJy, startk; npv.

"?fo. Mawea 2TWA, I sssit let 01 terao-bod-

I jes'oome now ter sot tm mjm't,
das yoa w sate n' soon'."

5irbob was nmrb moved; be taraed
away juml walked u and down tfc psazaa
frreral timm. When at bMK be est As-- ,

Gilbert, be said, with aa ecUrt to sfeak
Ughily, "yoa here the son! of a gdaste-am- a.

"I'm 'biondytd tar r, Mws JTsbIc
said tbe old man. gsttiwg on bis loat to
bow bbi acstaowieJgeseBta, "Te eoan4
paw M4 yon paw tvox seataiwa, '' 1

bloosed t 'ess bat. I aim' mrmr
ated mjff't wid po' wait sraab

Ificholas looked at bim wta set cU.
cotiie, seytne; tiovrlj, rve lamed evarn
new leaf. Fm not ffoiae; to be a bad bey
any more. Tea can carry ideas ew
boose, rf von Hke."

BleesGawdT njsi.alsanf eai OmVart,
--That aLur wtwwi ms aad bbuaaa

White happened mww Km aja; W ail
orr nuw. aad my tazmxr aasd kajaw
ao&hiny aboat h."

Tije VawM 29tekl KH
wax wl, tks? Way eat be ef
ceo bat izx" J abesaeer' ter tk
ker est you?"

"Oh. I wan wQ sthuadsrt ta," WaboLut
reptted evass vttf. Tm jainsi to itnd a
remedy life ta fatare: so tfafc afsax aaay
as wefl be larjasttec

Ml Lawd be yrsbjast! Not bat Wwil
kaowrd ywn wax jea a fa ain W yoa
cbaneos tar bsva yaonc Sn9mm iMa,
Mawasmek."

Bat esd GffiNnt bed aot hoan Sto
aya ta gaarbw alsamttsal befart b

bmnani tks at was XacfceW Jerrartsble
babst t ride away as saen s be bsef

eiitaa hit t e'eioek sapses. ssel b w&s

always lata before be fatartaL
-- Dot, boy 6m too nca prowfta' by

objht. te obi bom rafc --Mawse
XickoiTbaboawwyia'ivs-- i JfeyWca,
es Me artrr be bora r i y awb
eawaKraa. T- - 1 e aTc"i 2 bay b
saned in id a hJ esa d I f . faal

r stay wot 1 I k rk ny (yr-- ."
And rn ordar te tfc ta,"

dd Gfibest 'w--i V cflp'm-- a yk

I dcrao wbjry Jiaww- - c w
gwwje -- 'Ji"a asyaL. v- -

ha'x dat Uc ds otib S01' ai
listed bwe nisi jNavrs ter be a fe- -

sto' en' a ajeasajt htsaas, ssr a Jav
JiUie ecpaicted dwwfln b ta.
soil Jr Fucifrt!. 1 SflKer JS Ms

S,r Zilttt' SR a iT 3iK. ivjs
.ISSSHU.4,1 bUJK t-- t I
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